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fe t is 
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A Midfommer nightes dreamt 

pard,or Boare with bridled haire. 

In thy eye that fhall appeare, 

When thou wak’ft, itis thy deare: 

Wake, when fome vile thing is neere. 

Enter Lyfander : and. Hermia. 

Lyf.Ftuc loue.you fainte, with wandring in the wood: 
And tofpeake troth I hauc forgot our way. 

Wecle red vs Hcrmajtyau thinke it good, 

Andtairyforthecomforoftheday, 

Her, Bet it fo Lj funder . finde you out abed def 
For I, vponthisbanke,willrettmyhcad. 

Lyf One turfe fhall fcrue,as pillow, for vs both;, 

One heart , one bedde, two bofomes,and one troth, 
fhr^iy 2 gWtilyUnder : for my fake,my dcerc, 

Vic further offyei^dft not lye fo neere. 

JLyf-Cl fak^the fence fwcte,ofmy innocence. 




yie troot. 

• iv>^v ^ yt/sM ii«u ii*' v i uwn»^Ttl€/flrC 4 \y ' 

Far lyintf Co, Hcrtn/a, X At* txd lye,. 

Her. LyC&n der ri del I es very torefti ly J 
How much h«^hrew n*y r***nb& dtiaLm bride. 

If ffc*r7u*,mt**± to SVf jLyfo fitter 
iutj^ticfriencfjfac Wye, ^hot eourteCiV 
Ute^furfher off it, fouutne, hrWeftiej 
Such Ceper alien is tn*y welt fceCiyti 
Att«htes i vertuoui hitchtllor <tnol i m 4 ydc._ 

J!a (>viv It, ^ilVsht ahi Mi,/ TfLt 


rhiftn re^riiet, lay i, 
Hr eh end 1 rfce, wjie» lout |fi taJ ty : - 

He-ere- tS iwy bed, (jeepie givctiiee ill fcU 


A Midfommer nightes dreame, 

J&r. Withhalfe that wifh,the withers eyes be preft, 

EnterVmV-t, 

Pttek Through the forreft haue I gone# 

But Athenian found I none. 

On whofe eyes I mightapproue 
This flowers force in Airring loue. 

Night and filence .Who is neere? 

Weedes of Athens he doth we arc: 

This is hee (my m after faide/ 

Defpifed th e Athenian maide : 

And here the maiden, fleeping found. 

On the danke and dirty ground. 

Pretty fowle,(he durftnot lye r 
N eere this lack-loue, this kil-curtefic. 

Churle , vpon thy eyes I throwe 
All the power this charme doth owe: 

When thou wak’ft, let loue forbidde 
Slccpe,his feat, on thy eye lidde. 

So awake, when I am gon; 

For I mu ft now to Obcron* Exit . 

Entpr Demetrius <W Helena running * 

JJel. Stay; though thou kill mee,fweete Demetrius* 

De. I charge thee hence,and doe not haunt mce thus 
JIeie.O f wilt thou darkling leaue me? doe not fo, 

De , Stay, on thy penll .* I alone will goe# 

Hel. 0,1 am out ofbreath,inthis fond chafe. 

The more my prayer, the lefler is my grace, 

Happie is Hermia , wherefoerc flic lies; 

For flie hath blefled,and attraftiue eyes. 

How came her ey es fo bright?Not with fait cea-res, 
lffo,my eyes are oftnerwafht then hers. 

No,no : I am as vgly as a Beare; 

Forbeaftes thatmeete mee.runne away,for fease, 
Therefore,no rnaruaile, though Demetrius 
Poe, as a moafter, fly my p re fence, thus, 
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